

The Tragedy of Hamlet 


And the Kings rowfe the heaven fhallbrmt £xemt a 

*ass wVJoaid » 

Thaw and refolve it-felfeinto a dew, 

HisCannon^nlitfb daughter.' O God, God, 

How weary, flat, and unprofiMble 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W r . 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweededGarden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank &. & ro 
Poffefle it meerly : that it Ihould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not fo much , nottwo. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 

Hynerion to a Satyre.fo loving to my moth ^ r ; 

That he might notbeteeme the windes of heave 
Vifit her face too roughly theavenand earth 
Muft I remember, why fhe fhould hang on him. 

As ifincreafe of appetite had ©rowne 

Bv what it fed on ; and yet within a monetn. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman, 

A little moneth : Or eretholefhooes wereo. , 

With which (lie followed my poore fathers body, 

Like Niobe all teares, why fhe, 

O God / a beaft that wants difcourle of realon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married witn my uncle,. 

My fathers brother, but no more like my tatner 
Than I to Hercules j within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait ofmoft unrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh mod wicked fpeed,to poft 
With Inch dexterity to inceftuousfheets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for 1 muft hold my tongue. 

E nter Horat io, Marcellm „ana B arruir do. 


Horn. Haile to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, He change that name with you 


( Prince of Denmarke. 

And what make you from Wittenberg , Horatio ? 

Marcellm- 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Hunt. I am very glad to fee you f good even fir.) 

But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg • 

Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord- 
Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay io. 

Nor {hall you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufter of your oWne report 
Againftyour felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what i s your affaire in Elfenour ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 

Hora My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 

Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 

H^w.Thrift, thrift the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. ' 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio, 

Hora. I law him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I fhall not looke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 

Ham, Saw who ? 

Hora- My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Hora. Sealbn your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefle of thele Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham. For God s love let me heare. 

HTra. Two nights together had tfiefe Gentlemen, 

^Marcellas andBarxardo, on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

B 3 Been 
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